CHAPTER XI
FELICIA'S RETURN

" What would you have ? "
" Something, and scarce so much :  nothing Indeed/'

FELICIA slept where Bettington had
left her, on the divan, like'a sick
person whose chance of rest depends on her
not being moved. She woke into the rain-
cooled morning long before anyone was stirring
in the flats. Her light was still burning.
She lay still, trying to gather the threads of
her life, of herself, together. What was it
had happened ? What was it had changed ?
She could answer nothing before she had
bathed; she felt tear-stained through and
through.

She bathed in her bedroom and looked at
herself in her long glass, standing sideways
and turning to glance over her shoulder.
That was hers, anyhow. Looking at her firm
compact body and her slender round arms,
she felt that she belonged to herself again;
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